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RED HAT AND 
MAGIC KNICKERS 


It was a rainy, rather dismal afternoon 
and Susan and Bob were in Bob's room 
toasting crumpets, June had been 
mostly wet and dreary, not a very nice 
end to the college year. Was the rest of 
the summer going to be the same? Bob 
had got a vacation job in Blackpool. 
And Susan? Bob asked her again if she 
had and idca yet what she was doing. 
Susan said she still didn't know, but 
her mother would have something 
fixed up. 


She wants me at home for the 
holidays. 1 told you that. Boring old 
Southavon, but she and my father are 
paying my grant, She scems to have 
various possibilities jobs. There's 
Model Modes; that's Mr Mossdale, And 
Mr Allgrove who's got a shop that sells 
sweets and stuff, And there also seems 
to be Mr Pender whos the 
ironmonger. How's that for 
possibilities! they all seem keen to take 
me оп) Susan gave a little laugh. 
Perhaps they all have ideas of 
screwing me. 


That didn't go over too well. She really 
had to learn not to say things like that 
to Bob. ‘No really, I was only joking, 
darling. They're all nice and proper 
middle-aged me Pillars оѓ 
respectability, that sort of thing 
wouldn't have crossed their minds. 
Really. It was a joke, silly 


Susan reached to put some butter on a 
half scorched crumpet. ‘And there's 
this other thing. For the town fete, A 
majorette competition or something, 
Mother was talking about that. Talking 
about me entering. I don't know that 
Im very excited by that idea. ІСІ 
probably be young kids. 


Bob still had Susan's earlier remark in 
his head. Her jokc. It wasn't much ofa 
joke as far as he was concerned. Susan 
was extremely attractive, a pretty 
blue-eyed blonde with a super figure. 
It seemed entirely possibly to him that 
middle-aged businessmen could have 
ideas about a delicious looking 19. 
year-old. Of course he knew Susan 


wouldn't be interested in anything like 
that but ... he had really wanted Susan 
to get a job with him in Blackpool but 
her bloody mother had other ideas. 


He brought his mind back to this other 
thing: this majorette competition, 

Susan was saying she had done some of 
that twirling business when she was 
younger. 


"What? he asked, ‘Marching in front of 
the band in one of those ridiculous 
outfits?” He could picture Susan in an 
abbreviated skirt performing a 
strutting march. Displaying her 
fantastic thighs at every step. And her 
knickers .? 


"Yes. Something like that’ Susan 
smiled. She thought for the moment of 
saying something wild: Maybe 11 do it 
without any knickers. That should 
get me first prize. But Bob of course 
wouldn't think that was a joke either. 
Instead she said, ‘I'm not at all keen on 
the idea. But I suppose it'll be what 
passes for excitement in southavon." 


She got up to look out of the window. 
It was still raining a Maybe it would all 
summer. Ugh! Possibly raining in 
Southavon and brilliant sunshine in 
Blackpool. Bob came over and put his 
arms round her. Kissing her. He was 
horny again, she could feel the hard 
bulge of his stiff cock against her. 


"No" She slid her hand down to fondle 
it through his jeans. ‘Not again, darling. 
Remember I've got to get in practice 
for not having it for six weeks. While 
you're enjoying yourself in glorious 


Blackpool. 


Smiling, Susan pushed him away. Thi 
time she couldnt resist saying it 
"Unless you want me saying yes to Mr 
Mossdale and those others! 


It turned out that Mrs Simway hadn't 
wanted to disappoint anyone. When 
Susan got home she found that part 
time jobs had been arranged with both 
Model Modes and in Mr Allgrove's 
stationary/confectioner's shop. A job 
hadn't been arranged with Mr Pender 
who had been the other onc 
mentioncd; but perhaps Mr Pender 
hadn't pressed quite so hard as the 
other two. Because Mr Pender's shop. 
was sponsoring the majorette 
competition and Susan had been 
‘entered for this. 


"He said something about practice 
sessions,’ Susan's mother said. I rather 
think he wants you to win! - 


"Mother" Susan's rolled her eyes in 
mock despair. Tm not going to have a 
‘moment free. Couldn't you have said 
no to someone?” € 


But at lcast she was going to be busy, 
with no time to be bored. It seemed 
she was due to scc all three the next 
day, her first day home. Mr Pender 
with his majorette competition in the 
morning 


Fifty-two-year-old George Pender 
thought his majorette idea could be 
just about the best thing he had ever 
thought of. It was a really fantastic 
idea. It would be a great advertisement 
for Pender The Ironmonger but that of 
course was only half of it. The other 
half was the girls, That was perhaps the 
brilliant part of the idea. He wasn't 
having any young kids in it although 
naturally young kids were very keen 
оп that sort “of thing But George 
wanted big girls — and no doubt all the 
male spectators at the fete would also 
prefer to scc big girls. So George had 
specified an age range of 17 to 21. 


Within the 17 to 21 age range there 
were some extremely attractive girls 
that George was aware of in the town. 
Some of them of course had never 
done any majorette marching or baton 
twirling in their lives but that was no 
reason why they couldn'tenter, was it? 
It was a fun thing we were talking 
about here. And George himself was 
quite prepared to give a little 
instruction if necessary 


George had managed to persuade all of 
his really top choices to enter. Or 
more accurately, he had persuaded 
their mothers to enter them. When 
you were a shopkeeper with special 
offers available, including very spe 
personal ones if necessary, you could. 
be very persuasive. 


So George’s brilliant idea had attracted 
some very special entrants. None 
more so than Mrs Simway's girl, Susan, 
who as good luck would have it was 
going to be home from college. 
George had long admired delectable 
honcy-blonde Susan. Ever since she 
had reached the statue of big girl, ic, 
about the age of 16 or 17. And what 
‘would she be now? Nineteen ..? 


Yes; delectable Susan confirmed in 
answer to that question. Sitting with 
Mr Pender in his lounge with her wet 
raincoat hanging in the hall. Yes it was 
still raining. In Southavon at least 
inetcen and one month actually. 
And acutally I'm not really keen on this 
business. I mean I haven't done any of 
that since I was a little kid, My mother 
shouldn't have...” 


George assured her there wa 
absolutely no problem. Some of the 
girls had never done it before. It was 
essentially a fun thing. But of course 
there was the prize for the girl 
adjudged the winner. Adjudged by the 
sponsor naturally. £100. And he, the 
sponsor, would very much like to give 
the prize to Miss Susan Simway. He 
was sure he could give it to her, with 
just the minimum of practice on her 
part. So that people wouldn't be able 
to say silly things, it hadn't been fair, 
etc. Because of course general 
attractiveness in any case counted for 
a great deal, it wasn't only marching 
and baton twirling ability. Not when 
you were judging big girls at least. 
Yes, and George had an outfit for 
Susan, a really lovely uniform that he 
knew would fit her lovely figure just 
marvellously. So ifshe wanted to try it 
on now and then they could run 
through a routine. A little practice. 
session. 


Susan wasn't keen but clearly Mr 
Pender was. Apart from his words his. 
eyes, ever since she had come in and 
sat down opposite him, had said that. 
Eyes that were very keenly on her 
boobs and legs.. A good deal of Susan's 
very attractive legs was showing 
because she had a shortish skirt on. 
And her tightish top also did a good 
job of showing off her high, firm 
boobs. Yes, Mr Pender was kcen 


alright and there was this £100. She 
was certainly not going to say по to 
£100 if it was on offer. And she 
wouldn't really mind marching in this 
fete and, presumably, showing off her 
legs. Bob would certainly mind but 
Bob wasn't going to be here. He was in 
(possibly sunny ) Blackpool. 


Susan made a face and said OK. 
Georges somewhat florid face 
expressed keen satisfaction. He got to 
his feet, The outfit was in the other 
room but Susan could take it upstairs 
to get changed if she wanted to. Susan 
said another OK and stood up. George, 
feeling his blood pounding, stepped 
forward and placed his hands on her 
slim waist. He thought for a second 
and then turned her. So that her back — 
and ripe bottom and scented soft 
blonde hair — was towards him. Susan 
was standing still, and submissive, as a 
pretty girl should of course. George's 
hand slid round. To firmly cup the 
pliantly jutting boobs. 


"Yes, I'm quite sure you'll win,’ he. 
into the soft blonde hair. 


Susan said a sharp "Hey" But let the 
hands remain for some seconds before 
disengaging them.: А girl in this 


situation had to try and get things just 
right. She did want to win. But she 
didn’t want Mr Pender to think she 
маз an easy piece. Especially when her 
mother had arranged this. Did her 
mother think ..7 It wasn't only Мг 
Pender's hands as it happened. Behind 
Susan there was the unmistakable hard 
bulge of his stiffened penis pressing 
into her beautiful bottom. 


Mr Pender's uniform consisted of a 
pinky-red dress with gold braid and a 
matching pillbox hat. The dress had 
bouffant sleeves and a short full skirt. 
that came to halfway down Susan's 
thighs. Clearly doing any high-knce- 
action marching — not to mention any 
high kicks — she would be showing her 
knickers. There didn't seem to be any 
special ones, matching red oncs for 
instance. So presumably she had to 
keep her own white ones on. Susan 
recalled what she had wanted to say to 
Bob: Maybe ГИ do it without any 
knickers. Yes, Mr Pender would no 
doubt approve of that But no 
thankyou! 

Susan picked up the red-and-gold 
striped baton and looked in the 
mirror. She tried a couple of high-knee 
steps, flipping up the short skirt. Her 
black high heels weren't the most 


suitable footware for this sort of thing 
and she should have thought of 
wearing something else, but they did 
show off her long bare legs. She 
tentatively kicked one leg up, flashing 
the crotch of her brief white knickers, 
No, Bob would not approve of this. 
But... £100 


"Lovely" George Pender breathed 
when she appeared. ‘Fantastic! 


‘Do 1 look OK? I think this hat looks 
rather silly. And .. հ... shouldn't there 
be any knickers? | mean matching 
ones. Because . uh . you'll probably be 
able to see them." 


Knickers .? George stepping forward. 
With an almost uncontrollable need to 
make physical contact with this 
stunning vision. His hands took hold of 
Ше vison's jutting redewith-gold. 

decoration boobs. 'Hey" Susan yelped. 

And then he had clasped her firmly to 
himself, both arms round her back. 


Knickers?’ 


Yes... uh... Oo00bb.!" 
George's hand was at Susan's bottom. 
Sliding under the little skirt and onto 
the tight-stretched seat of the brief 
white knickers. His hand on Susan's 
ripely rounded bottom-cheeks. 


"You've got a marvellous bottom,’ he 
breathed, 


Susan squirmed. ‘Yes. Trying a joke, to 


defuse things perhaps. Վ know ... They 
hacha .. all say that." 
“AIP All your boyfriends?’ George wi 


having a really marvellous fecl. 
one arm firmly round her waist and his 
other hand really going to town. These 
really fantastic cheeks And 
underneath 


"Nor Christ! ‘No .. It was a joke. I've 
only got one boyfriend. Actually .. 
we're almost engaged. Please." 


Mr Pender had his fiendish hand in 
between her legs. At her pussy: Jesus, 
She was squirming like an cel but 

Finally she did manage to struggle free. 


"Look. Please .' Her heart was 
pounding and the red hat was on the 
floor. Bending to retrieve it. Jamming 
it back on her somewhat disarranged 
blonde locks. 


George’s ticker was pounding too. 
Possibly dangerously so in his case, a 
52-year-old overweight man. But he 


was not of course thinking about that. 
The knickers. Yes. They don't go with 
the outfit, do they? The ones you've 
got on. Although they are lovely 
knickers. So perhaps . haha . we'd 
better take them off. I mean red hat. 
and no knickers, that's what they say 
isn't 


‘No?’ Was he serious? Susan could still 
feel his hand between her legs. Feeling 
her pussy. ‘No, not really. Hey ..!" 


Mr Pender was in close again. With 

those hands. Grabbing, "Tell me about 

your boyfriend. What a lucky chap, eh? 
Having you. And I suppose you let him. 

Mmm? I mean you modern 
lovely 


“Мо? His hand was at her pussy again. 
This time from the front, Sliding up 
under the little skirt and cupping the 
crotch of Susan's knickers. Cupping 
her pussy. "Please." Squirming away. 
“Look...” 


‘but you do, eh? let him? 


"Look .. Yes. I suppose so. But .. we're 
supposed to be doing this . ah 
practice. Or whatever. 


"Yes. Of course. But уоште so 
ing. Especially in that uniform. 
Such a lovely girl. And doing it all the 
time with her boyfriend, eh? My! 
Anyway. Yes. The practice. yes, we 
must concentrate on a bit of that. Just. 
let me... 


Mr Pender going briskly out of the 
room. What now? He was very shortly 
back. Holding a cane. Grinning, A cane 
.. Susan swallowed. 


"Practice makes perfect, ch!’ George 
swished the cane briskly through the 
air, ‘And as an aid in the practice, to 
concentrate a girl's mind. Not to 
mention concentrate her really 
‘marvellous bottom.’ He swished the 
cane again. ‘Have you ever had the 
cane, Susan? Probably not. With your 
knickers down. The ‘cane on that 
lovely bare bottom.” 


‘No... 000..." she breathed. ‘I'm not 
I'm not taking a caning. No...” 


But George said firmly that she was. 
Not really hard. But a touching up. A 
little incentive. And also the knickers. 
He had thought about the knickers. 
“Well have magic knickers, Susan. 
Now you see them and now you don't. 
Eh? Magic knickers with a magic 
marker. Or a lipstick. You'll have a 


lipstick in your bag. Girls alw 


ys carry 


a lipstick in their bag. Together with 
something else I expect. Eh? For that 
boyfriend? Some rubbers for your 
boyfriend.” 


What was Mr Pender talking about? 
Lipstick. Rubbers. Susan certainly 
didn't want to discuss rubbers. If by 
that word Mr Pender meant what she 
thought he meant and pretty certainly 
he did. And there was still this dreadful 
cane. 

Mr Pender was conducting her 
through into the kitchen. It was at the 
back of the house and therefore, he 
said, not to be possibly overlooked by 


prying eyes. As for the lipstick: Mr 
Pender explained what he meant. She 
could wear magic knickers. He would 
draw them on with her lipstick. The 
outline of them. Then Susan could take 
her knickers off and pretend she had 
uniform ones on. Mr Pender said he 
would pretend as well ... 


‘No!’ Susan was saying a lot of ‘No's. 
George said a firm Yes. As there were 
only the two of them there would be 
no problem. And it would have the 
advantage that when she had to have 
the cane there would be no need to 
take Susan's knickers down. Because 


would be already off. The real 
‘ones, that was. As for the pretend ones, 
she could be caned right through 
them. 


Susan's protests were cut short by 
George grabbing her pussy again. And 
hotly inquiring if she did have a packet 
of rubbers in her bag with her lipstick. 
Susan struggled away from the 
grabbing hands. This was all alot more 
than she had bargained for. From this 
‘pillar of respectability’ as she had 
described Mr Pender to Bob. But what 
could she do? 


Although telling herself she should 
leave, change back into her clothes 
and say she wasn't going to take part. 
But somehow ... Susan was reluctantly 
allowing herself to be bent over the 
kitchen counter. While Mr Pender 
drew with her lipstick on her bottom. 
Outlining her little white knickers. 
Having first satisfied himself as to the 
Other contents of her bag and 
fortunately Susan didn’t have any such 
items with her. 


"Have 


you done; she yelped, 
nervously straightening up when he 
had done both sides. She really 


the thighs, beyond the area of the 
magic knickers. Susan's bottom was 
rolling about in a really splendid 
manner, providing most arousing view 
of her curly-haired split peach, 


‘OK. ում do. For the moment’ 


Susan stood up. Scarletfaced. Two 
hands rubbing briskly at her bum. 
That bloody thing stings you know, It 
really bloody sting 


George grinned. His two hands 
reached to squeeze Susan's tits. ‘Don't 
be silly. I hardly touched you, And it'll 
be the cane next. I'm going to have 
you up on the counter for the c 

your back. With your legs up in the air. 


OK? When we've done a bit more 
marching practice 


He couldn't do that, Susan, blue eyes 
wide with disbelief, shaking her head 
as it got through and she pictured 
what he meant. On ber back on the 
counter, With her legs up. No! She was 
not going to have that, But George said 
yes. That was how he was going to do 
it. It wasn't a problem, was it? Why was 
it a problem? And of course of her 
marching was perfect maybe she 
wouldn't need it. 


You know it won't be bloody perfect 
Susan wailed. ‘Look, no/ I'm really not 
going to have that, To ... get in that 
awful position ... And be caned ... No. 1 
won't. 


But George naturally insisted. And the 
unfortunate fact was that once a girl 
had gone this far, going along with his 
games, it was very difficult to call a 
half. Virtually impossible. And ... Susan 
did really want that £100, 


‘Are you really going to let me win?’ 


Yes. Of course. You'll be the loveliest 
girl anyway. Easily.” A little flattery did 
no harm. ‘Easily the prettiest girl. The 
loveliest legs. And boobs. And that 
really fantastic bum. Not to mention, 
that other thing, eh? Not that anyone 
else will see that. This 


Nora Mr Pender was grabbing at her 
pussy again. ‘No look 


But Susan did. After a bit more 
marching and twirling when George 
decided that, yes, the competitor did 
need an encourager with the canc. 
Protesting but doing it. Getting up on. 
the counter. To lie on her back. And 
lift those lovely long legs in the shiny 
black high heels straight up in the air. 


What a stunning view! Even more 
stunning when George pushed Susan's 
raised legs back over her. What a view 
of legs and bottom and that other 
thing: Susan's fuzzy fig, her peach, her 
undeniably fruity thing. Nestling there 
and smiling at George and just waiting 
it seemed to be sampled, 


He did. After the touching up, the 
tuning up, with his cane on Susan's 
upside-down bottom. Yes he did it. 
‘That other. 


Susan afterwards didn’t want to think 
about it. But somebow she bad let 
him. Standing bending over the 
counter. She didn't want to think 
about it, surely she couldnt really 
have let him? Maybe she had imagined 
it. But imagination or not Mr Pender 
had used something. Protection. 
Because of course Susan wasn't on the. 


Pill. Yes he had done the decent thing. 
and agreed to use something. One of 
those things. Which Susan certainly 
didn't carry around with her in her 
handbag, but Mr Pender had with 
foresight made sure he had one. One 
of those discreet little packets. 


Could she really have let him? don't 
think about it. She was going to win 
the competition and get the £100, Mr 
Pender had assured Susan of that 
Although the fete wasn't for another 
week and more practice would be 
needed. In the evenings. No doubt 
more of those neat little packets 
would be needed too. 


In the evenings because of course 
there were the others. Mr Mossdale 
and Mr Allgrove. Susan's two part-time 
jobs. She went round to see them in 
the afternoon, after that rather awful 
business with Mr Pender in the 
morning Awful but still, she was going 
to get a free £100. Mr Mossdale first 
and then Mr Allgrove. To see about 
these two jobs her mother had so 
kindly organised. 


Susan knew both of them vaguely 
already because in a small town you 


did know people. They were both 
about Mr Pcnder's age. And it seemed 
like him in other respects too. Not that 
they had red majorette outfits lacking 
knickers, or wanted to draw knickers 
оп her bottom in red lipstick. Not on 
first afternoon at least. But they 
have enthusiastic hands that 
reached out. Both of them. Reaching 
keenly out for Susan’s undeniably 
attractive person. Just like Mr Pender's 
hands. Reaching out for those same 
parts of her person, Hands that were 
difficult to fend off although of course 
Susan did, good-naturedly, try to do so. 


But at least on this first afternoon they 
neither of them produced clothes 
brushes, or canes. Or discreet little 
packets. And hopefully they wouldn't. 
Oh dear! But at least it seemed that life 
back in Southavon wasn't going to be 
boring. No. And in the afternoon it 
actually stopped raining. 


She could tell Bob that when she 
wrote to him tonight. /rs stopped 
raining, darling. And I love you. But 
what else could she tell him? She 
would have to think about that, 


END 
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Everything 


Yes Sir.’ Julie smiled shyly in return. 
She had only just started at St Marks. 
for the final stage of her training. It 
was all new — a bit scary. Matron 


FERN 


scared her especially. Dr Stevens 
seemed nice, friendly, but he was a 
doctor, an authoritarian figure. And 
then there were the patients, they 
could be daunting too. Especially 
some of the men. They knew she was 
new and teased her. Because of 


course she wassuch an attractive girl 


A lovely girl, Аш 
thought. As he had thought from the 
first moment she saw her. With those 
soft corn-blonde curls and the full, 
ripe mouth and her gorgeous big blue 


waisted but with firm, pert tits 
and that rumpy bottom. Yes, 
definitely the kind of girl to give a man 
ideas. Hotly arousing ones. 


20 


Dr Stevens smiled again. ‘Any 
problems, just come to me, eh?” 


Under his white coat his penis had 
risen, half erect, acknowedging the 
lovely girl. Surreptitiously he slid his 
hand over it. 


He turned away. Under his white coat 
his penis had risen, half erect, 
acknowedging the lovely girl 
Surreptitiously he slid his hand over 
it. Nurse Julie Milford he knew was 
just 18, And those shyly innocent big 
blue eyes — did they say she had 
never been fucked ...? 


Mr Ponting. He was the worst, 
definitely. He had been admitted to 
the hospital two days after Julie 
started and from the beginning he was 
а real handful. A middle-aged man 
with a smooth bald head and rather 
staring eyes behind his round 
spectacles, odd-looking in fact, but of 
course as a nurse you had to ignore 
People's appearance and be 
sympathetic to all, and Julie had 
been. At least until that first evening. 
when Mr Ponting's hand had snaked 
out from nowhere and grabbed her 
bottom. A firm, no-nonsense grab, 
his fingers digging claw-like into 
Julie's warm bottom-flesh through 
her thin uniform skirt 


Julie had leapt away like a scalded cat 
“Аайеее! Oooh! 


Fortunately Mr Ponting was in а 
private room. Or unfortunately more 
like it. But at least there had been no 
One there to see her scarlet-faced 
embarrassment. She stuttered an 
dignant protest. 

Mr Ponting had only laughed. ‘Don't 
be silly, Nurse. Don't be a silly girl. 
But we'll forget it this time. 1 won't 
make a complaint. I know you're very 
new. Here ...* 


Half recovering but still feeling that 
hand shockingly groping her bottom, 
Julie nowsaw Mr Ponting was holding 
out a £5 note. ‘Come on, take it. 1 
know you young nurses don't make 
much. 


That had been her big mistake of 
course. She should never have taken 
it. You should never take anything 
from patients, especially men. 
Certainly mot money. But still 
shocked, her head spinning, Julie had 
taken it. After protesting that she 
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THE OUTFIT 


Bathed and perfumed, Vanessa studied 
herself carefully in her bedroom mirror, 
turning this way and that self-critically, 
but unable to suppress a smile at what her 
reflection showed. 

It was four years since she had last 
worn her Sixth-Form outfit and her 
further development since then was shown 
by the way her bottom more proudly filled- 
out the short, dark-blue pleated skirt which 
she had managed with just a little difficulty 
to clip around her waist. Her old striped tie 
had been a bit scruffy and she had had to 
wash and iron it the day before. It looked 
all right now, lying in the valley between 
her firm tits whose peaks thrust through 
the cotton of her blouse. 

And that, too, was tight, but she had 
expected it to be. A few twisty movements 
and a couple of buttons at least would soon 
burst. Like they had been made to four 
summers ago, but that was a blush-making 
thought, causing her bottom to stir with 
the reminiscences that returned to her, but 
which she always tried to blot out 

If she had never told David about that, 
then she wouldn't be wearing what she so 
saucily was now. With each twirl, her 
abbreviated skirt floated above her tightly- 
rimmed stocking tops. Pale rims of thighs 

— now plumper than they used to be. 
Suspender clips. At fifteen she had 
changed from white socks to nylons. At 
times they had seemed to her to become an 
even greater and more bottom-stinging 
attraction than her spotless socks had 
been. 

At seventeen - so Vanessa could not 
help remembering now - she had had her 
first caning. ‘Friday nights are caning 
nights’, she had been told, and not all her 
edging away, her clutching at the hem of 
her skirt, her hoarsely-whispered pleas 
had stopped her panties from coming 
down. Right off even, once. Ohl - and that 
time... that was what she had told her 
husband about, soon after their wedding 
night two months ago. 

Eighteen and a half was too young to 
marry, her mother had said, but Vanessa 
hadn't listened. And as for David, he had 
gone on and on at her to put on her old 
School outfit again. 

"You'll cane me’, Vanessa had pouted - 
pouted as she had once used to do. - ‘I 
won't. Don't be silly, We haven't got à 
cane. | just want to see you in it - how you 
look. Cute, | imagine. After all, your figure 
and your height...’ - ‘Yes, | know’, 
Vanessa had interrupted hurriedly. She 
had heard the same before... when her 
outfit had been new. How that could have 
been an excuse for caning her, she 
couldn't imagine. 

“Well, then...', David had said. He was 
a bit weak, Vanessa thought. An older man 


would have simply told her to put it on and 
not have discussed it. It was that sort of 
obedience that the cane had taught her; 
she knew that deep inside herself. David 
might just spank her, though. After all, it 
was all so tight and revealing and she had 
even taken the trouble to go to the local 
school-outfitters and get a pair of blue 
knicks into which (truth to tell) she had 
only just managed to squeeze. The crutch 
rubbed her as she walked - rubbed and 
cuddled at the same time. 

Perhaps she should put her hair іп а 
bow, too - at the back. There was one 
somewhere in one of her drawers. Even as 
she opened it to look, the doorbell rang and 
Vanessa shot upright and stood very still. 
Oh god, she couldn’t go down to answer 
the door dressed like this! 

Twenty seconds and then it rang again, 
more persistently, making her squeeze up 
her eyes as if she didn’t even want to see 
herself. Not knowing who it might be, she 
waited. The master bedroom faced out on 
to the rear garden and she daren't creep 
down and look. Footsteps... faintly going. 
Phew! Whoever it was had gone and she 
could free herself from her momentary 
4enseness. Then with an awful start she 
heard the back door into the kitchen open 
and called nervously, “Who's there?" 

"Me, Vanessa’, came a deep voice 
which she recognised, half with relief, as 
that of David's father, Ralph. Footsteps 
again — but this time coming up the 
stairs! — ‘No, waitl', Vanessa called 
desperately, but the sounds did not cease. 
— ‘Why? Aren't you dressed?, he asked 
and then — a few feet as he by then was 
from the bedroom door — Vanessa put her 
hands up to her face like а little girl and 
gritted out, "Yes, but... 

Ralph ignored that. The bedroom door 
was ajar and he opened it. — ‘Why didn't 
you...?', he began and stopped as Vanessa 


“Friday nights 
caning nights’ 
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"| have three things 
to spank you for now, 
Vanessa. What are 
they? Quickly, or your 
bottom will burn even 
hotter than | mean itto. 


used to do on Friday nights. Their eyes 
nd snagged like է bei 


Vanessa dropped her gaze, feeling his 

attention like an elect arge all rou 
rves. But to h 

nothing about her 

girlish attire. — ‘I 

didn’t o 


he bar 
memor 


's quivered in her 
slouching, she dragged 
across the deep- 
ing why shi 
га 
тте 
General lack of polite 
been wond 
that's why 
broody look abo: 
not 

Vanessa hung 
first, then shook it 
known it was y u bw. 
answered the door Dre 
Ralph queried. He had sai 
he knew he was going to make 

'Well..', Vanessa b 
feeling a strain of silent impatier 
forced her to say, ‘yes’. He was s 
older than herself that she kne 
she had to say it. They demanded it of 
obedience. 


her head, 


His hand touched her hair, making her 
start a little. It slid down, fondled the back 
of her neck and then trailed down her back 


There was no bra-clips 
any the 


jellied tits told him ti 


at the blouse 


almost fibbed then, Vanessa, did 
he asked, producing a sudde 
trembling in her and a sense of appre 
hensi 

Didn't, she mumbled, and then 
sick, anxious "Мо!" burst from her lips a: 
his hands toy her sk 


the front an 


stocking tops 


jpping the 


ց bottom and rammed 
him so that she uttered a 


ked sternly All 
right, | almost fibbed, but 

no but: а, and you know 
swered, gripping her so firmly 


that despite 


of her hips shi 
wer part of her 


tits bulbing into his 
Oh no, please don't, she 

all too quickly, the words 

uch a confession — coded as they 

re that he instinctively knew her 


n't 1? And you know до 
jo something about your brood 

No! No, you don't, Vanessa choked 
and tried to make it a sobbing sound, but 
did not quite succeed. And he was moving 

moving her until her back came 
he wall. Мо, please look. 
she began with a panicky tremor 
in her voice, only to be cut off by his sharp 
е David will be late tonight 
a. He was going to call you but | 
told him that | would tell you instead. Very 
w 1 have to get you ready for 

what you need, don't |7' 

Ah, nol' Her cry — her cry again too 
late. One hand of his had cupped itself 
beneath the ripe peach of her bottom while 
the other fondled up her lovelips through 
her tightly-knickered crotch. Get you 

iy, Ralph repeated amid the little 
whinge that issued from her 

10 see to you now 


her now 


ng sounds 
ody has 


d St..stop itl', Vanessa 
himpered. The easing of his finger, the 
rowing of the moisture beneath which 

seeped through the blue serge was making 

wobbly. Pressing her moist 

лз the wall, she averted her 

m, blushing and yet not daring 
ger to resist 

very slowly, her father-in-law 


aside her dangling tie with his 

nd commenced unsnicking the 
rsting buttons of her blouse one by 
fingers to press 
nd her breath to 
ing her top out from within 
ез of the waistband of her 
fastened the last two and 
away her tie to 
her bared tits whose brown 


ear- 
causing Vanessa's 
to the wallpaper 


school skirt, he 


prominence 


bringi 
СК 


that 
It had never 
saying that. His 

melons, 


the 


nipples to tingle. 
three things to spank you for 
Vanessa. What are they? quickly, or 
ttom will bur: n hotter than | 
Look at me when you speak 


his eyes then — her own 
d, her knees flexing despite 


Meetin 
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‘It doesn't take long. 


awful was the fact that he could look down 
between her legs and see her crisp triangle 
there — and as if reflectively. 
Receiving no reply, she asked timidly, 
"Aren't you? | mean.. 

'Am | going home tonight? No, 
Vanessa. Stand now, hands behind your 
back, holding the cane. | may not have to 
use it, of course’. He placed his cup on a 
side table by the sofa as he spoke. — ‘May 
not have to — not yet', he said and beck- 
oned her with his hand until once more 
Vanessa half-blindly shuffled forward and 
stood with downcast head between his 
legs ‘Do you think | will have 107', he 
asked, and Vanessa shook her head 
dumbiy, unable to look straight at him. — 
'Well?", he asked sharply. His hands 
reached behind her, carving the resplen- 
dent and still very warm cheeks, feeling 
and fondling the deeper bulge of flesh 
beneath 

"D... d... dunno’, Vanessa mumbled. 
She wanted it to be finished with and over. 
She wanted it never to happen. He held 
her springy cheeks apart for a moment, 
causing her to suck in her lower lip, then 
let them spring together again. Delib- 
erately his hands fell away. To see if she 
would move. Vanessa did not move. But 
then words burst from her that she never 
knew she meant to speak. — ‘I know 
you're going to cane me, | know you arel”, 
she burst wildly and fell to her knees, 
pressing her cheek upon his thigh as if 
seeking protection. 

"Yes. | have to, don't I’, Ralph said 
quietly and stroked the back of her head, 
causing her to sob again. He waited and 
allowed the blubbering, glubbing sounds 
to die away. ‘Have to’, he repeated, 
"Perhaps now, Vanessa, perhaps now’. 

"Oh, по! no!’ Something stark and stiff 
was pulsing close against her cheek. She 
did not want to think about it, did not want. 

ԴԷ doesn't take long. You know it 
doesn’t take long. Up now — come on — 
up, girl, up!” 

Drawn up, Vanessa wanted to cuddle 
into him. That had worked sometimes — 
had almost worked, hands stroking her 
bared, waiting bottom as she stood, head 


buried in a shoulder and room so quiet. 

“H... if |...", she began and stopped. — 
“If you what, Vanessa?’ But she merely 
shook her head. She couldn't say it — not 
to him. Though if he caned her... Oh god, 
now they were going out — the stairs a 
mountain that she had to climb, his hand 
beneath her orb, her every movement 
mastered as they went. 

The bed looked as if it waited for her — 
but they always did. — ‘Take your tie off 
Vanessa and undo your blouse'. The cane 
fell from his hand on to the bed, its end a 

inger pointing in between her legs. Amid 
the fumbling of her fingers he walked out. 
The dusk was like a cloud within the room. 
A lawnmower whirred somewhere; а 
young child, screaming, had a tantrum, 
then was quiet. 

Vanessa could hear the soft movements 
in the bathroom. It had never been this 
way before — had always been more quick 
before. Hearing the bathroom door open 
and the padding of his bare feet, Vanessa 
quickly turned her back though not before 
she had glimpsed that he was naked, stiffly 
armed. 

"Why | have to cane you, Vanessa. You 
know why', Ralph said cryptically and 
admired her naked girlhood as she stood, 
her fingers slightly clenching as she stood 
— Դ asked you”, he said slowly as if she 
had difficulty in comprehending English, ‘I 
asked you if you know why’. Her tie lay 
crinkled on the floor, her pleated school- 
skirt, the blue knickers that would still be 
faintly moist. 

Դ st... stings me’, Vanessa 
whimpered. In the mirror — she could see 
him in the mirror, oh so stiff! 

“Why you have to be caned — to be 
caned first. You know why?', he asked her 
once again and closed the door, picked up 
the cane and stood again behind her back 
The skin there rippled and was still. 
/You have a superb young bottom, 
Vanessa’, Ralph said with deliberation, 
and then added, ‘Bend, please. Bend right 
over, legs apart’ 

Դ don’t...", began Vanessa all too 
defensively as she so unwillingly paraded 
her cleft cheeks up to him again — and 
then immediately, hooo-wittt/, and ‘yah!’ 
she screamed and cupped her buried face. 
Тһе red streak showed: a thin line full 
across her offered peach. 

“Once again — just once again we'll 
try, Vanessa, now. You know why | have to 
cane you first?’ — "Yeh-esss/ | dol’ 
swooo-ish! Her ardent, pleading cry again 
that bounced from off the walls and fell like 
a discarded sheet. — ‘And tomorrow, 
Vanessa, when | return again tomorrow 
afternoon and finding you wearing your 
school clothes, you will know again then, 
won't you? — hooo-wittt!” 

“Ah, don't! do know, yes, | do know — 
honestly!” 

“Three more, Vanessa. Stick your 
bottom out’. And the room was whirling, 
whirling all around. Her legs apart, her 
bottom urging out, mind screaming no, 
and yet... yet afterwards... 


retreat close to the town, on the edge 
of a litte village. Marina will visit him 
there, three times a week. She can 
drive there in her little car, that should 
be no problem. If she wishes she can 
tell Paulo she has started a course of 
religious instruction. Which is what it 
willbe, in effect. Instruction in chaste, 
wifely behaviour. With, naturally, 
penance for her unchaste behaviour. 
Penance? What penance will be 
involved? Dom Roberto tells Marina 
she will learn that on her first visit. 
Which wil be tomorrow. But 
meanwhile she must have something 
right now. A little taste. A sample. 
Dom Roberto gets to his feet. He is 
going out to his car for a moment. He 
will be back right away, and then .. 
they can proceed 


He is back almost immediately. Now 
carrying his black overcoat. And 
hidden within the coat is ... a can 


For the illicit pleasures of the flesh, 


the flesh must be scourged. 


‘A litte physical chastisement, 
Signora. For the illicit pleasures of the 
flesh, the flesh must be scourged. 
Please remove your skirt. And 
whatever you have underneath." 


Dom Roberto is going to cane her! 
Cane her bare flesh! This realisation 
is as great a shock as when earlier, 
fixing Marina with those cool grey 
eyes, he told her he knew about 
Marco. The cane. On her bare 
bottom! Marina weakly shakes her 
blonde head. 


‘Do it, Signora." His voice is icily 
authoritative. "You do not want the 
alternative, | believe? So bare your 
flesh. Immediately!” 


Dom Roberto says that on this first 
occasion Marina can simply slip 
the tights and knickers down. 


No, she does not want the 
alternative! So Marina has no choice 
but to obey. Unzipping and then 
slipping down her tight grey skirt. 
Stepping out of it. And her waist slip. 
She has on tights - and knickers of 
course. Dom Roberto says that on 
this first occasion Marina can simply 
slip the tights and knickers down. 
She need not take them completely 
off. As long as her bottom is bared. 
And then she can lie over the arm of 
the settee. 


Marina's head is spinning. She feels 
slightly sick. As she does what she 


has to do. Sliding down the tights and 
her brief blushing-pink knickers. To 
bare the ripe moons of her pale 
bottom-cheeks. And then 
stepping over on trembling legs to 
the settee. Yes, Marina's head is 
spinning, she can't think. This can't 
really be happening. To be standing 
in her lounge with her bottom bared 
in front of this suave priest. Who 
holds this wickedly slim cane in his 
hand. To be now bending down over 
the arm of the settee. No, it cannot be. 
happening, it can only be some 
dreadful dream. But ... 


THWAPPP ..!! 


Oh Christ Jesus! Marina hears 
herself emit a sound like some wild 
forest animal being torn limb from 
limb. As the cane bites viciously in 
across her bared nates. Ап 
impossible pain. Which clearly is not 
part of any dream. No, this 
impossible pain is as firmly placed in 
reality as a young woman could wish 
- ог decidedly not wish - to 
experince. 


Marina is still gasping, frantically 
dragging in great gulps of air, as the. 
second cane stroke cuts in. 


THWAPPP ...!ll 


It feels asif Dom Roberto has hit even 
harder than with the first. Through the. 
hotly pulsing pain, as she 
desperately clenches her stricken 
nates, Marina hears his calm voice: 


"Keep it stil, Signora. You must show 
more much more control. | have only 
just started ...' 


Inside the ancient walls of the priory 
of San Simeon Maggiore it is cool 
and fresh despite the already hot 
morning sun outside. Marina is in а 
smartly-furnished  sitting-room, to 
which she has been directed by a 
middle-aged nun who received her 
on arrival. Marina is wearing a dark 
blue suit but the nun has told her she 
must change out of this for Dom 
Roberto. He will be here to see his 
visitor in five minutes. What she must 
then be wearing is on this brocaded 
chair. 


It is а simple long white dress. The 
hem will will reach close to her 
ankles, Marina sees when she holds 
it up. And also ... the skirt is split on 
either side right up to the waist. There 


is also a large, rather strange white 
cloth hat; a pair of brief white 
knickers; a pair of sheer black 
seamed stockings; and a black 
suspender belt. The nun has said 
Marina is to retain the navy-blue 
high-heels she has come in. 
Otherwise all her own things must be 
removed. The nun will come back for 
them shortly. 


The skirt is like that to give easy 
access to her bottom. 


There isno time to stop and think and 
there is also the fearsome memory of 
yesterday. That devastating caning. 
ls that to be repeated here at the 
priory? Marina has tried not to ask 
herself this question - because there 
would seem to be only one answer. 
She begins fumbling with her 
clothes. Unbuttoning, unzipping. 
There is no bra in the pile of things on 
the chair, she realises. No slip. Just 
the dress which she now pulls on. 
The top fastens on the shoulders with 
pops. But the skirt has no fastenings. 
Marina tries not to think the thought, 
but she can't help it: the skirt is like 
that to give easy access to her 
bottom. Access for Dom Roberto's 
сапе... 

Her fingers fumble with the 
stockings, and then the suspender 
belt. The tight white knickers. Finally 
the strange hat. Wondering how it is 
supposed to be worn; placing it flat 
on her head. Marina is looking in the 
wall mirror when the door opens. She 
starts — but it is only the nun. She 
moves to Marina and silently makes 
an adjustment to the angle of the hat. 
Then collects Marina's discarded 
garments and exits. 


Barely a minute later the door opens. 
again. This time it is Dom Roberto, 
but he is not wearing that suave grey 
suit of yesterday. Now it is a monk's 
cowled black habit, with his feet 
bare. He is carrying a long string of 
white beads. He goes to sit on the 
centre of the red velvet settee. The 
settee is in front of the window and 
the sun streaming in throws Dom 
Roberto's face into shadow. He 
beckons Marina to come forwards. 


‘Kneel here please, Signora. Close in 
front of me. That is good.' He holds 
the beads up, then slips the string 
over the broad hat and down round 
Marina's neck. 


"These are penitent's beads, young 
woman. You are also wearing a 
penitent's hat and a penitent's dress. 


There are one hundred beads on the 
string. So that one stroke of the cane. 
for each bead would make 100 
strokes, correct?’ Dom Roberto's 
hand gently strokes Marina's face. 
‘And likewise five strokes for each 
bead would make 500. That is 
correct too, is it not?" 


Marina's head tries to handle the 
enormity of what he has said. Her 
tongue moistens her full lips but she 
doesn't answer. She has no answer. 


The monk's hand tilts her chin up, so 


that Marina's eyes meet his in the. 
shadow of the black cowl. ‘Not all at 
once of course. Not 100 all at once. 
Or 500. A young woman's bottom 
couldn't take that. But 
accumulatinag over your visits. 
Mmm ..? How does that sound?" 


‘No! Please ...!" The mere thought of 
it is quite impossible. She had six 
yesterday. Those six меге 
unbearable. The thought of even 
‘one like those six is difficult to 
contemplate. Marina shakes her 
head weakly, the wide white hat 
bobbing from side to side. 


The dress is now held up only by 
Dom Roberto's two hands. And 
under that thin cotton layer there is 


no bra; nothing. 


Dom Roberto's hands slip down to 
her shoulders. The white dress 
fastens on the top of the shoulders. 
Those pop fasteners. His right hand 
carefully pulls them open on her left 
shoulder. Then he does the same 
with the right. The dress is now held 
up only by Dom Roberto's two 
hands. And under that thin cotton 
layer there is no bra; nothing. Just 


Marina's nude boobs underneath. 


The monk laughs quietly. ‘You don't 
seem to enjoy the cane, Signora. Not 
as you enjoy the lusts of the flesh." 


As he speaks he slides the bodice of 
the dress down. To reveal Marina’s 
nude tits. They are big and firm, 
thrusting solidly out. The large pink 
nipples in the paler areolae are semi- 
erect. The beads have slid in a double 
strand between the nude tits, their 
Pure whiteness contrasting with the 
softer flesh tints. Marina forces 
herself to stay as she is, kneeling with 
her arms at her sides, though her 
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